TRANSANDINE
I
THEY had been travelling all night across an endless plain,
where there was nothing to be seen except dim cattle and
way-stations with unlikely names, It was not easy to
believe in the real existence of a junction called Vicuna
Mackenna; and when their informant added that this wild
amalgam of an extinct Liberal statesman with a local
quadruped was named after a distinguished poet, they made
no further effort to conceal their incredulity.
They had been travelling all night across the, featureless
immensity; they had been travelling across it, for the matter
of that, all the clay before, ever since the International drew
out of Buenos Aires, headed for Chile- As it puffed comfort-
ably all day long, the endless vistas of the Pampa stretched
away to meet the sky; and all through the night they had
slept in perfect confidence that there was nothing in the
world for them to look at, Outside their shuttered windows,
where the dust of the San Luis desert had congealed, it
must be paling now, But there would be nothing there to
see except more cattle and more dusty little stations in-
artistically disposed on that interminable plain, Still, there
could be no harm in looking; and as they looked, the
unexpected happened, For the plain, the endless plain,
was still the same; but as they looked, it tilted suddenly
towards the sky, and fifty miles away the Cordillera of the
Andes took the morning sun.
II
You cannot keep your eyes away from it, It draws them
irresistibly, wherever you may be, For there is nothing in
the whole drama of landscape that can compare with it,
212